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friend and leader;  and the grief of the exile
weighed each day more heavy on his soul.

" One sunlit morning he and his brothers
saw a sail approaching over the sea from Ire-
land ; and they hastened to the shore, hungry
for tidings of their home. From the ship there
landed an envoy, who saluted humbly and
said, ' To the valiant ones, greeting, and the
great King's pardon. The enemies of the Red
Branch muster and combine; the loyal rally
round the throne. Return; for the King
loves and pardons you; and your old comrades
shall feast you ere going forth to fight again
under the ancient banner.*

" And Deirdre said,' Nay, my love, go not;
I feel the darkness of death. Stay here, Be-
loved, and be happy/

" But her husband spoke sternly, * Is it for
my true Love to counsel cowardice ? Nay, we
must return, or be for ever dishonoured/

"Then Deirdre wept. But the brothers
said to her, * Nay, Sweet One, the King sends
gracious pardon. Never would he speak a
false word; you do ill to doubt him/

" But she only wept the more.

" And they took ship with the envoy and
landed in Erin, and returned to Emain, the
King's chief city. But no Guard of Honour
welcomed them; nor did they see the King;
nor were the great doors of the palace opened
to receive them. In a little room, far from the
presence chamber, they waited/'